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that of a god delivering the fiat of fate—too calm in its grand
eloquence to please the multitude.
It was on this occasion that the charge that she had no
heart, no feminine softness, no real feeling, was brought against
Rachel. " Roxane" urged the critics, " is a woman before she
is a sultana, and, as a woman should.give full scope to anger
and jealousy, she should throw herself, dagger in hand, on Sa-
jazet) yet ere she strikes be disarmed hy a look; then, and as
though to guard against her own weakness, command his ab-
sence with the ' Sortez f " This was a most lame and impo-
tent interpretation of the heroine's temper. It was the ex-
pression of feeling of a commonplace character, not that of an
exceptional being—not that of the proud sultana, whose con-
sciousness of power controls and guides her impetuous nature
—of fioxane, who has mutes who kill at her bidding. Had
Roxane herself touched a dagger, it would have been to strike
at once. Still criticism would not be gainsaid, and for years
the obnoxious rendering of the " Soi*tez J" was harped upon
and discussed, until, weary of the struggle, Rachel gave up her
own conception of the part, and adopted that which was forced
upon her: it was less true to nature, and therefore more pleas-
ing to perverted tastes.
A little incident took place at this time which is worth re-
cording as a manifestation of liberal feeling but too rare among
artists. Mademoiselle Mars was still on the stage, though the
fickle public, faithless to its former idol, frequently reminded
her that it was time for her to retire from before the foot-
lights, whose glare revealed but too plainly the ravages of
time. Accustomed to the splendid galaxy of a past reign, to
a Duchesnois,a Rancourt, a Georges, playing with a Talma
to the enthusiastic delight of an audience of crowned heads,
Mademoiselle Mars, herself, perhaps, the most brilliant of those
etars, was rather incredulous with regard to the merits of the
planet then in the ascendant; she chose to judge by her own
eyes and ears of the justice of the plaudits so lavishly bestow-
ed. During the first act—the piece was " Les Horaces"—the
ex-queen of tragedy listened coldly; accustomed to the style
of former heroines, she pronounced Camille rather weak. But
at the fourth act, while the public was warmly applauding,

